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"Come on in," Anna said, "but first, you all are taking off those Satanic, worldly clothes. They have no place in 


our house." 
"Are you telling us to strip out here?" Øystein shouted, 
"Yes, | am," she snapped, punching Bystein's face. "Now, you do what | say, or else!" 


Øystein, blinking back tears, quickly started to undo his belt. We all soon followed suit, not wanting to face 


Anna's wrath. 


Anna ran inside and soon came out, carrying 4 plain white t-shirts and 4 pairs of blue jeans. "Put these on 


Now," she ordered. 


We all scrambled to get redressed, shivering from the cold. | quickly pulled my new shirt over my head and 


climbed into my new pants. 


"Come on in," she barked, holding the door open. We all walked in, followed by Henrik 


"IIl show you where you're staying," Anna said, walking up a set of rickety stairs and beckoning us to follow 


her. 


We followed her up the stairs and came to a little room with two sets of bunk beds. "This is where you'll be 


sleeping. Get yourselves situated. Dinner will be in an hour." 


We all stared at each other for a few seconds before Øystein ran to the furthest set of bunk beds and 
climbed to the top. "I call the top bunk!" he shouted. 


Per slowly meandered over to the nearer set of bunk beds and crawled into the bottom bed. Jarn climbed up 


to the top bunk, and |, having no other options, claimed the bunk under Øystein as mine. 


| looked over at Per, who was curled up under the covers and sobbing quietly. | unfortunately had no idea what 


to do or say to comfort him, so | simply did nothing. | didn't know him well enough. 


| heard Jørn and Øystein talking above my head, even though | couldn't make out what they were saying.. | 
heard something about a bass, but that was it. 


| was dreading dinner.. | was afraid of this crazy couple who had kidnapped us. 
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| found myself crammed in the backseat of a car along with three other boys my age. One was a tall, thin, 
pale boy with long blond hair who simply stared out the window. Another was a short boy with dark, curly hair 
and small brown eyes. The last one had wavy brown hair and a friendly look in his eyes. 

"Hey there, whats your name?" the friendly-looking one asked me. 

"l-Im Kristian," | replied. "Who are you guys?" 

‘lm Jørn, that's Øystein, and the one staring out the window is Per." 

Øystein looked over at me, waved and smiled slightly. Per just stared out the window. 


"Be quiet back there!" the woman yelled at us. "Don't speak unless you're spoken tol" 


The rest of the car ride was filled with stony silence. No one even dared to fidget or make the littlest noise, 
afraid of the strangers. 


Several hours later, we came to an old, crumbling farmhouse in the middle of nowhere. 


"Get out," the woman commanded. We all obeyed quickly, shaking with fear. The place looked incredibly ominous 


and gloomy. 


| looked over at the others; Øystein was trying to keep a brave face, Jarn tried to look away from the house, 


and Per just wrapped his arms around himself, blinking back tears. 


"I know someone's died a horrible death here," Per murmured. | was barely able to make out what he was 


saying, but apparently, the woman had incredible hearing. 


The woman walked over to Per and yanked his hair back. "Demon, come out of him!" she howled, smacking his 


face. 

Øystein turned and started running down the driveway, but he was soon caught by Henrik 
Meanwhile, the woman continued beating up Per, who was screaming and crying. 

“Anna,” Henrik said softly, "the boy's been scared enough. | think you can stop." 


With a final hard slap, Anna let go of Per, who fell to the ground, sobbing. Jørn walked over to Per to help him 
up, while Øystein and | simply watched, terrified. 


And we hadn't even entered the house yet. 
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Author's Notes: 
Things escalate and get more and more graphic from here.. This is not for the faint of heart. This chapter is 


quite graphic.. Just as a warning. 


Henrik shoved me up against the wall, grinning like a madman. "Strip. Now," he commanded, smacking me across 
the face. | had become used to Anna taking our clothes, so | quickly obeyed. | had seen the others after they 
had come back from the attic; they were usually covered with blood and had several injuries or broken bones. 


They probably also had to strip.. Right? 


Once | had taken off my clothes, Henrik reached down and grabbed my ass. | squeaked in surprise, running 


toward the corner. That turned out to be a mistake, as Henrik had soon trapped me. 


"You're even prettier than | thought you'd be," he murmured, running his hands through my hair. "You have a 


very nice body, you know.’ 


| had a bad feeling about where things were going, so | tried to dart between his legs to the door. However, he 
quickly caught me. 


"You're so desperate to get this, aren't you?" he snickered, pulling down his pants and revealing his massive 


cock 

| shook my head back and forth 

"Let me guess.. You're a virgin?" he whispered in my ear. | nodded my head, tears falling down my cheeks. 
"Even better," Henrik hissed. "Get down on your knees, right now!" 


| got on my knees, and he shoved his whole length down my throat. | choked and gagged as he thrust in and 
out of my mouth, moaning softly. 


He grabbed me by the back of my head and pushed my face up against his crotch as he came into my mouth. 
| gagged, but he forced me to swallow. 


‘Mmm... Good bitch," he murmured into my ear, picking me up and placing me on his lap. | felt so disgusted and 


violated that | turned my head and vomited all over the floor. 


"Hmm... Did you want Øystein to take your virginity first?" Henrik asked, smirking as he spread my cheeks 
apart. "| bet you'd love this even more if Øystein did it, you little whore!" 


| looked down at my dick.. It was hard. | was so pissed at my body; | didn't enjoy this at all 
Before | realized it, Henrik thrust deep inside of me.. Again and again and again until we both came. 


| hated myself for cumming all over the place, especially after he treated me like that. | wanted to be with the 
others.. We always comforted each other. 


But when he tied me up and grabbed out his knife, | knew that | was going nowhere.. 


| lay on my bed, listening to Venom. Ever since | had gotten into metal, my relationship with my parents had 
deteriorated. They strongly disapproved of my interests, claiming that | was evil and possessed by demons. 


| simply liked the music; that was all. They drove me away from their religion through their rudeness and 


ignorance. 


| heard a loud knock at my bedroom door. "Kristian, honey, you have a visitor," my mom sang. Her voice was 


unusually cheerful, as she disapproved of all two of my friends. 
Kristian, come quickly!" 


| wished that she would just quit calling me that. | hated my name for quite obvious reasons; | wished she 


would just call me Varg. 


| scrambled down the stairs, and | was greeted by a couple who appeared to be in their fifties. | had never 


seen them before. 

Before | even realized what was happening, the man had picked me up and dragged me to his old car that was 
parked outside the house. | was kicking and screaming, trying to get away from the man. The woman simply 
followed close behind. 

"It really will take a work of the Lord to get the demons out of these children, Henrik, it really will." 


| had absolutely no idea what she was talking about, but | decided it was best not to ponder too deeply. At 


least | knew now why my mother was so damn cheerful. 
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"All of you get downstairs!" Anna howled, startling us all. Per wiped the tears off his face while Øystein and | 


scrambled toward the door. Jarn climbed down from his bunk and followed us out the door. 


We went downstairs to the dining room, where we were told to sit down at the table. We each had a small 


bowl of soup and a piece of bread; | had no idea what was even in the soup. 
| was hungry, so | quickly started to eat the soup. However, | was quickly stopped by Anna. 


"We haven't prayed over the food yet, evil demons of gluttony!" she yelled, yanking my head back and slapping 
me hard across the face. She then looked me in the eye. "Since it's the first time you've done this, you'll only 
get to spend one hour in the attic after dinner." 


| gulped, staring down at my lap. "S-sorry, ma'am," | stammered. 
"Don't apologize to me! Apologize to God when you're burning in hell!" 


| sat totally still as Anna drew out a crucifix and held it in front of her as she prayed over the food. While 
she was praying, | looked up and saw Per pouring some of his soup into Jørn's bowl before pouring the rest 
into my bowl. | was utterly confused.. I'd have to ask him about that later. Maybe it was out of the kindness 


of his heart, maybe he knew | was hungry. 


Anna finally finished praying and then proceeded to lecture us about how our days would consist of Bible 
study, prayer, hard work, and even more Bible study and prayer. Hardly anything was allowed, not even talking 


or using the restroom without first asking for permission No music or play or fun was allowed. 


| was dreading living here.. And to think, all this came because of an unaccepting mother. | was dreading the 
hour in the attic.. | had no idea what that even meant, and so far, everything that had happened here had 


been terrible. 
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After we all had eaten (except for Per, who gave his soup to me and Jørn and his bread to Øystein), Anna 
sent the others off to do the dishes and clean the dining room while she grabbed me and hauled me up to the 
attic. 


| looked into the attic. It was cold, bleak and dismal, and it seemed incredibly foreboding. Crucifixes lined the 


walls. 

"Take off your clothes. Now," Anna commanded. | quickly complied, shaking with fear. She then shoved me up 
against the wall and began to slap me over and over again until | was nearly unconscious. She then said 
something in Latin and left, leaving me alone in a dark, cold room full of crucifixes. 

| let out a soft whimper, slowly propping myself up against the wall. | was shivering from the cold, as Anna had 
taken my clothes with her. | had a feeling that this was supposed to help get rid of the evil spirits | 
supposedly had within me, but | felt no different. 


| sat there in the dark, dingy room for what felt like hours on end before Anna finally came upstairs. 


"Have you been praying?" she snarled. | nodded my head, fearfully. "You really need to control your gluttonous 
demons through Jesus Christ," she said, handing me my clothes. "This had better not happen again, Kristian 


| nodded my head. "I promise | won't do that ever again," | said as sincerely as | possibly could | quickly 
scrambled to get dressed. 


"Good," Anna replied, nodding. "You're coming down now. We're burning your old, Satanic clothing as part of your 


transition to a new, godly person" 
| followed her down the stairs in stony silence. | glanced over at the others, who were staring at the floor. 


"Come on out. Now," she snapped, leading us outside. "Hurry up." 
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We all walked inside after seeing our clothes burned and scrambled up to our room to go to bed. Øystein sat 


next to me on my bunk while Jørn sat next to Per on his bunk. 


Per was still shaking from having seen his clothing burned before his eyes. He curled himself up into a ball and 


started rocking himself back and forth. 
"Pelle?" Jørn asked, gently putting a hand on his back. "Are you okay?" 
Per just let out a soft whine. Jørn put his arm around the blond, who quickly jerked away. 


Jørn glanced over at Øystein and me, a worried look in his eyes. At that moment, Per buried his face in his 


pillow and started sobbing. 
"What's wrong, Pelle?" Jørn asked gently. Per simply screamed into his pillow, still sobbing. 


By this time, | was terrified. | gripped onto Øysteins hand out of fear. | had no idea what in hell was wrong 
with Per, but | knew something was wrong and that he didn't belong in this place at all. 


He continued screaming, "No! Stop!" at the top of his lungs for quite some time. | had no idea what he was 


even taking about. 

An hour later, Jørn had finally calmed Pelle down and lulled him to sleep. The blond lay fast asleep on Jarn's lap. 
"What the fuck just happened?" Øystein asked 

"| think he had a flashback of something horrible that happened to him, but l'm not sure," Jørn replied, running 
his fingers through Per's hair. "I know that tomorrow morning is going to be an early one.. We should get some 


rest, like Pelle here." 


"Yeah, we should,” | said, climbing under the covers while Øystein climbed up to his bunk. Jørn tucked Per in 


under the covers and joined him. 


| lay awake for the longest time, worrying about Per and about the next day. | already wanted to go home, and 
| had only been there for a day. 
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We all woke up early the next morning when Anna started banging on the door and screaming, "Wake up!" at 


the top of her lungs. 


| instantly jumped out of bed and darted downstairs, where | was met by Anna and Henrik. "Did he honestly get 
up, make his bed, read his Bible and pray in 2 minutes?" Henrik asked Anna. 


"No, he didn't," Anna snapped, turning to me. "Go back upstairs now! You're here for the sole purpose of 
becoming closer to God! | don't want this to happen again, Kristian!" 


| nodded my head and ran back upstairs. | threw open the door and quickly shut it. 
"We have to stay up here and pray and read the Bible," | muttered, sighing. 
"Ew," Dystein hissed. "That fucking sucks." 


"I know," | murmured, plopping myself down on my bunk. Øystein sat down next to me, growling under his 
breath. Per curled himself up into a little ball on Jørr's lap, grabbing onto his shirt. 


"So.. Why are you all here?" Jørn asked. 

"Well, | got sent here by my parents.. They were sick and tired of me listening to metal and teaching myself 
guitar riffs, but | think the last straw came when | brought home a copy of the Satanic Bible," Øystein said. 
"And now l'm fucking here." 


"My parents sent me here as well for similar reasons.. Not being Christian, liking metal.. Stupid shit like that,” | 
replied 


"I got sent here because of a disagreement with my grandparents," Jørn replied. "I don't think my parents even 


know I'm here. What about you, Pelle?" 
Per simply whined and clung onto Jørn even tighter. 


‘Its okay, Pelle, you can tell us. We won't tell those crazies or hurt you," Jørn replied, running his fingers 


through Per's hair. 
"m here because.. Because.." Per stammered, lowering his head. 
‘Its okay, Pelle," Jørn whispered. 


"I hurt myself.. And | wound up in the hospital.. | had to get stitches.. And they had to feed me through a 


tube.. And they said that | was mentally unstable and that | needed treatment.." Per stammered, tears forming 


in his eyes. 

Jørn wrapped his arms around Pelle, trying to soothe him. 

"My parents found this place.. They told me that it was free and that it would really help me out.. They met 
up with the people, who clearly lied." Per murmured. "And now I'm here." The blond started sobbing on Jørn's 


shoulder. 


| walked over, sat down next to Jørn and ran my hand through Pelle's hair gently. | had no idea what else to do 


to comfort him. 


8 


Øystein soon followed me over and sat on the other side of Jørn and Per. Jørn was gently rocking Pelle back 
and forth to calm him down | caught sight of several long scars on Per's arm.. | knew they were all self- 


inflicted. 


Pelle calmed down a few minutes later, clinging tightly to Jørn. Before any of us could truly enjoy the peaceful 


moment, Anna burst in. 
"Why aren't your beds made? And it's very clear that no Bible reading or prayer has taken place here!" 


Øystein tried to lie to her, spewing out some nonsense about how we were all just about to do that, but of 


course, Anna didn't buy it. 


"Lying demon, come out of him!" she howled, shoving Øystein up against the wall and slapping him again and 
again. "You're going up to the attic this instant!" 


Anna picked up Øystein, who was kicking and screaming. "I'll deal with the rest of you and your disobedience and 
homosexual lust in a few minutes!" she called as she walked out. 


"Homosexual lust?" Jarn hissed. "| was simply comforting Pelle." 
"There's no use reasoning with that bitch.. We should just hope that we can make it through this day alive." 
‘| sure as hell hope so too," Jørn replied 


Per let out a soft whimper. "It's okay, Pelle," Jørn said, petting the blond's head. "You'll be okay.. We'll make 
sure of that" 


q 


Anna stomped back into our bedroom after a few minutes, holding Dystein's clothes and placing them on his 


burk. | had a bad feeling that he had been beaten, as she held a large wooden spoon in her other hand. 


"Per! Jørn!" she barked. "Since you two are possessed with demons of lust, you can experience for yourselves 
how disgusting your behavior is! Take off your clothes right now, and you're not getting them back until the 
end of the week!" 


Jørn reluctantly removed his pants, while Pelle scrambled to remove his clothes, not wanting to get hit. 


However, Per's hopes were in vain, Anna quickly grabbed him and brought the spoon down on his ass until it 
was bright red and Per was in tears. The same thing happened to Jørn soon after, and | just tried to look away 


while keeping Pelle from panicking. 


"And Kristian," Anna growled, turning to me, "You're not eating at all today. And none of you are getting 
breakfast. Now, you're all going to go do your morning chores. They better be all done before lunch, or else 


you two aren't getting lunch either. OFF you go. Now!" 


We all scrambled off to do our chores; | knew Jørn definitely wanted lunch and | figured that Pelle would be 
hungry after having not eaten for some time. They were all pretty mundane: cleaning part of the house, taking 
out the trash and preparing for lunch. 


We got our chores done quickly so Jarn and Pelle were able to eat. Just before lunch was served, Anna led a 


crying, bruised and shaking Oystein down from the attic. 


We all sat down at the table. My mouth watered and my stomach growled as the others were served small 


bowls of watery porridge with wilting vegetables on the side. 


Per passed me his veggies under the table, knowing that | hadn't eaten all day. | quickly ate them while Anna 
wasn't looking, happy for the slight relief. 


| glanced up and saw Per empty his bowl into Øystein and Jarn's bowls. | was starting to get worried about 
him.. | had no idea what was going on though. 
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The rest of the day was filled with various chores, Anna's yelling, and hunger pangs. | was so hungry when 
dinner came even though Pelle gave me his bread, which barely satisfied my hunger. It also only increased my 
concern for Pelle; he gave the rest of his food to Jarn and Bystein again. 

We were all soon sent up to our room for evening Bible study and prayer, supervised by Anna. However, Henrik 
soon pulled Øystein aside and took him up to the attic. | hadn't seen Bystein do anything "wrong" since this 


morning, so | was incredibly confused. 


Jørn, Pelle and | sat down on my bunk bed. | quickly lowered my head, pretending to pray. The others quickly 


followed suit, and luckily, Anna didn't catch on to our plan 


We wound up reading some passage from the Bible; | really didn't pay attention to what was going on at all, but 
| didn't end up in trouble. 


A couple hours later, Anna left and Henrik brought Øystein back to the room. His clothes were covered with 


bloodstains, and he was limping. 


Øystein sat down on my bed next to me, stretching out his foot. Jørn picked up Pelle and gently carried him to 


the bunk across from us. 


Jørn opened his mouth to speak, but before he could say anything, Oystein burst into tears. "What's wrong?" | 
asked him. "Is it what happened in the attic?" 


Øystein nodded his head. "It was horrible.. Worse than the first time," he sobbed. 
"What happened?" | asked. 


"He.. He cut me deep in several places.. | think he broke a few ribs.. He also smashed my foot with a hammer 


and dripped water on me.. He kept chanting some ominous Latin words." 


| wrapped my arms around Øystein, who had become an utter wreck. My stomach growled loudly just as 


another one of Pelle's flashbacks started. 


In only a day, we all had been crushed into nothing.. | doubted that | would make it out alive. 


The days rolled by slowly, and my hunger pangs grew worse and worse. The others were hungry as well, and 


even Pelle started to nibble at his food Jarn had managed to coax the blond to eat a few small bites every 


meal that he got. 


We got less and less food and water, and beatings became far more frequent. Even quiet humming or 


whispering was instantly punished by a harsh beating, sometimes, even looking the wrong way earned a beating. 
We all now had new injuries, scars, and broken bones. We were all stuck, with no way to get out. 


The only thing we had now was each other and our chatter and games every night. Jarn had started up a 
game we played most nights to keep our hopes up; we basically talked about our plans for when we got out. 


We all tried to keep on hoping to find a way out. We were certain we would find one somewhere, somehow. 


We shoved our bunks together and all started sleeping in a giant bundle on the bottom bunks. Jørn usually held 
Pelle, and Øystein and | often fell asleep cuddled up next to each other. It was quite comforting, as we all 
started having frequent nightmares. 


Pelle and Jørn had each had sessions in the attic with Henrik; | was the only one who hadn't yet been up there 
with him. 


Several nights later, Henrik grabbed me and hauled me up to the attic. | tried to get away, but he was far too 


strong for me. 


"Stop kicking!" he snapped before boxing my ears. | calmed down, not wanting to face even more of Henrik's 
wrath. 


"I finally get to deal with you.. You don't even know how long I've wanted to do this!" he hissed, laughing 
sadistically as he opened and shut the attic door. 
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Henrik loomed above me before plunging the knife into my wrist. "You look even prettier covered in blood," he 


murmured, dragging the knife up my arm. | wriggled around, trying to get away. 


He reached down, grabbed my face and kissed me passionately. Tears came to my eyes again, as the feeling of 


being violated intensified. 

He started licking the tears off my cheeks as he dragged the knife down my other arm. He then fully stripped 
and turned me on my back. Before | realized it, Henrik plunged the knife into my back, carving his name deep 
enough to leave a scar. | gasped, tears flowing from my eyes. 


"Get on your knees right now!" Henrik growled. 


| quickly complied, tears forming in my eyes. | knew what was coming next.. | knew he'd fuck my face until he 


came. 


"You're such a good little bitch," Henrik moaned, thrusting into my mouth and running his fingers through my 
hair. "None of the others are as pretty or as obedient as you." 


| wanted to vomit, but there was nothing in my stomach to vomit up. 


He soon came inside my mouth and then held me in his arms. "Mmm... You're such a good bitch. We're going to 


have to do that more often, aren't we, Kristian?" 
| started crying again. "No," | sobbed, "I don't want this!" 


Henrik pulled my hair back harshly and slapped me across the face. "We're going to have to fix that later, 
aren't we?" he snarled. "Now, go get dressed. It's past bedtime." 


| scrambled to get dressed, and so did Henrik Once we had dressed, Henrik dragged me down the stairs and 


flung me into the room. 


The others were all curled up under the covers, fast asleep. | felt so horrible, knowing what had happened to 
me.. | wanted to leave this place. | wanted.. | wanted to die. | had never hated myself like this before.. | didn't 
know what to do with it. 
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| was woken up the next morning by Øystein, who stood over me with a concerned look on his face. "What 


happened last night?" he asked. 


| looked up at him as tears came to my eyes. "He.. He.. He.” | was unable to speak beyond that and just broke 


down crying. 


"You can tell me what happened to you.. It's okay," Øystein said, wrapping his arm around me. | quickly flinched 


away. 
Pelle woke up and walked over to me. "I think | know what happened," he whispered to Bystein 

"What is it?" Øystein asked, arms wrapped around me. 

"| think he was.. raped," Per mumbled. | nodded my head, sobbing on Bysteir's shoulder. 

"How did you figure that out?" Øystein asked 

"The same thing happened to me years ago." Pelle's voice trailed off as he sat down next to me. "I was at my 
aunt's house and | was playing in the yard. | had to use the toilet.. But when | was done, she grabbed me and 


took me to her room... and." 


Pelle joined the hug, trying to hold back tears. | knew that things had only gotten worse and would only get 


even worse. The only way out | could think of was death.. 


My thoughts were interrupted by Anna banging on the door to wake us up, even though Jarn was the only one 
still sleeping. 


We stayed there for a few minutes before getting off the floor and helping Jørn make the bed. After a few 


minutes of sitting around in silence to convince Anna that we were praying, we went downstairs for breakfast. 


Much to our surprise, there was nothing at all on the table. Anna walked up to us a minute later. Noting our 


confusion, she said, "You're not getting any food or water for the next three days. We're all fasting.” 


| whined slightly. | hadn't eaten a good meal in so long and | was hungry all the time. | couldn't remember not 


being hungry. 
"Now, go up to your rooms and study the Bible and pray! And quit whining, Kristian!" 


We all ran up the stairs except for Øystein, who limped up the stairs. His broken foot was nowhere close to 
healing, even though it had been a good while since he had originally hurt it. 


All of us lay down on the lower bunks, doing and saying absolutely nothing. Pelle wound up dozing off, and the 


rest of us soon fell asleep as well. 
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| woke up a few hours later, walked over to the door, and peered out. Anna was running around, scrambling 


around to clean the kitchen. The smell of freshly baked cookies came from downstairs. 


| thought that the whole house was fasting, but apparently, that wasn't the case. | wanted to break down 


crying from hunger; the smell of cookies was so tormenting. 


| shut the door gently and slowly meandered back to bed, where | curled up next to Øystein. | wished the 


others would wake up, as | couldn't fall back asleep. 
| lay awake for a long time next to Øystein, trying not to think about food or water. 


Soon, Anna threw open the door, and Henrik followed close behind her. "Up to the attic you all go! Now!” she 
snapped. 


| whimpered, got off the bed, and started heading off to the attic. The others followed close behind except for 
Øystein, who wound up being carried by Henrik. 


"We're having our daughter over, and she'll be sleeping in your room," Anna said. "You all will stay in the attic, 


quiet and unseen. And you're not eating." 


Once we entered the attic, Henrik took our clothes, tied us up, and locked the door. Pelle scooted over to Jarn, 


who pressed himself up against the blond. 


| wanted to curl up and die.. | didn't want to go through this hell just to make room. At least they could have 
fed us.. 


| looked over, and in the dim light | saw Per and Jørn working on untying each other's arms. | hoped that they 


could untie each other so that we all could get untied 


At this time, | came up with a good idea. | knew they wouldn't come up to check on us.. It would be easy to 


escape. And it would become even easier if we could manipulate their daughter.. 
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The next day, | woke up in near total darkness. | heard Anna, Henrik and their daughter talking and laughing 
downstairs. Their joy brought tears to my eyes, as | couldn't remember the last time | had felt like that. My 
stomach hurt, and that horrible, violated feeling still hadn't left. 


| tried to get up and stumble over to Øystein, but | realized too late that | was tied up. | fell flat on my face 


and woke Øystein and Jørn up. 

Øystein mumbled something under his breath. Pelle and Jørn had been unable to untie themselves, and Pelle lay 
unconscious next to Jørn. No one had been able to wake him up; it was probably because he hadn't eaten for a 
long time, as he was starving himself. 

| heard Henrik stomping up the stairs, and | tried to crawl into the corner. He threw open the door. 


"Who made that loud noise?" he snarled. "I bet it was you, Øystein, trying to fuck Kristian or something!” 


Øystein whimpered, backing away toward the corner. Out of the corner of my eye, | saw Henrik holding a gun. 


He pulled it out and pointed it directly at Øystein. 


Jørn got in front of Øystein just as Henrik pulled the trigger, shooting Jørn square in the head and covering 


Øystein in blood. Henrik quietly walked over to Jørn's lifeless form and carried him away. 


"l'Il be back for you this evening, Kristian.. | have a special surprise for you," he added, grinning sadistically as 


he shut and locked the attic door again 


| burst into tears and wriggled toward Øystein. "How are we ever going to tell Pelle that Jørn's dead? And how 
am | going to avoid this evening?" | sobbed, pressing myself up against Øystein. 


"| don't know," he murmured. It was quite clear that he was only putting on a brave face to keep me from 
worrying. 


My stomach growled loudly, and | whimpered. | wanted to escape, but that seemed impossible at the moment. | 


wanted to curl up next to Øystein and die; that was the only thing | wanted to do at this point. 
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Much to my dismay, the evening came by, and Henrik took me outside to a remote place in the woods, untied 


me, and shoved me up against a tree. 


"I told you I'd have a special surprise for you," Henrik murmured, pulling a pair of lacy pink panties out of his 


pocket. "Put these on, now." 


| pulled the panties on; they were far too tight for me. Henrik then pulled two pink ribbons out of his pocket 
and tied my hair into pigtails. 


"Damn.. You look hot," Henrik moaned, pulling down his pants and slapping me in the face with his cock He then 
yanked my mouth open and thrust his cock in 


"Mmm.. That feels so good," he moaned. | choked as his cock went down my throat. | hated the feeling of his 


massive member in my mouth.. It felt even worse than the first time he did this. 
After a few minutes of fucking my mouth, he picked me up and placed me down on all fours. 


"Goddamn, you look so fuckable," Henrik whispered seductively, slapping my ass. "You look like such a good little 


bitch." 


| started crying when he yanked the panties off and pulled hard on my pigtails. | hated this... | wished | could've 
died instead of being treated like this. 


Henrik shoved his cock inside of my hole.. | hated that feeling so much, but my body somehow liked it. My cock 
was hard and dripping with precum, and my body tried to deepen his thrusts. | hated how my body was acting 
against me. 


Henrik pulled out of me and started rubbing himself until he came all over my face. 


"Clean up that mess," he murmured, picking up his cum with his fingers and forcing it into my mouth. | whined, 


swallowing his cum. 


Before | knew it, Henrik had his hand wrapped around my cock, and | came all over my belly. | quickly scooped it 
up and licked it up, putting a fake smile on to hopefully please Henrik 


‘Mmm... Good bitch," he whispered into my ear, pulling out the ribbons and running his fingers through my hair. 
He picked me up, held me in his lap, and kissed me. 


"Time to go back to the attic," Henrik murmured, carrying me all the way to the attic. | think | may have 


caught a glimpse of their daughter, but | wasn't sure. | knew that if we had any hope, it was through their 
daughter. 
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| curled up into a tiny ball next to Øystein and Pelle, who still hadn't woken up. He was still breathing, yet he 


was unconscious. 


| fought back my tears; | hated the way Henrik made me feel. | wished at that moment that | was hideously 


deformed so that Henrik wouldnt want to fuck me. 
Øystein pressed himself up against me in hopes of trying to comfort me. | just leaned on his shoulder, sniffling. 


About an hour later, | heard a quiet tap on the door, then someone trying to pick the lock. | flinched, pressing 


myself even more closely against Øystein. 


The door creaked open, and | saw a girl in her early twenties with brown, shoulder-length hair. "What are all of 
you doing up here?" she asked, 


"They sent us up here to make room," Øystein replied, his voice hoarse. "We're also supposed to be fasting.’ 


She turned on a flashlight, which hurt our eyes. Her eyes were wide. "You guys are so bone thin.. And what 
happened to your foot? It looks horrid!" she said, glancing at Dystein 


"It got smashed with a hammer several times.. It hasn't healed yet." 

"That foot needs to be taken care of.. And look at the scars and bruises on yourselves!" 

Pelle stirred slightly, but didn't wake up. 

‘lm taking all of you to the hospital right now," she stated. "Whats your name?" she asked, pointing to Bystein. 
I'm Øystein, this is Kristian, and that's Pelle," he responded. 


"Øystein, you come with me. I'll come back to get you two later," she ordered, helping Oystein stand up and get 
down the stairs. 


We had finally come across a chance to escape. 
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| wound up in the backseat of their daughter's small, old car holding Pelle in my lap. Bystein sat in the 


passenger seat. 


She drove us to the hospital and helped take us inside. Even though we didn't get her name, we were incredibly 
grateful. 


| glanced around the waiting room and saw everyone staring at us. We must have been a disgusting site to see; 


we were nude, starving, and bloody. 


All three of us were quickly taken to a room, cleaned up, and given water and nutrients through an IV. | dozed 


off as a couple nurses took Øystein away to tend to his foot. 
| was woken up the next day by Pelle whimpering and asking, "Where's Jarn? Where am |?" 


| looked over at him; he looked terrified and he was shaking with fear. "Pelle," | murmured, tears springing to 
my eyes, "Henrik.. He shot Jørn.. Jørn's dead, Pelle. Jarn's dead." 


Pelle let out a loud wail, bursting into tears. "l-1 should have died instead of him.. It's my fault that | wasn't 
there!" 


"Pelle, it's not your fault," | said. "He died protecting the rest of us." 


Pelle just turned around and buried his face in his pillow. "I want to go away.. To the life eternal.. With my 
love." he sobbed. 


| think that Pelle woke up Øystein, as | heard him stirring in his bed. 
"Shh... It's okay, Pelle.. You still have so much to live for," | said in hopes of comforting him. 
"No.. | don't," he whispered, looking at me. "| have nothing now. | just want to die. | don't want to live anymore." 


Øystein looked over at Pelle. "What about your family? Don't you think you should stay here for them? And 


what about us?" 


Pelle let out a little whine. "I don't even know what my family thinks of me now," he murmured. "And | may 


never see you all again after this anyway." 


"Pelle, just trust us.. You have so much to stay here for," | said. Pelle just whimpered, curled himself into a 


ball and fell asleep. 
| looked over at Øystein, who had a worried expression on his face. "Are you worried about Pelle?" | asked. 
"Yes.." Øystein said, "but there's something else bothering me." 


"What is it?" | asked. 
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Øystein sighed and looked off into space for a few minutes before finally speaking. "Kristian, my foot's infected, 
and they have to amputate it and part of my leg in order to save my life." 


| gasped. "Bystein.. That's horrible!" | nearly screamed. 
Øystein glanced around the room. "Kristian, l'm scared," he whispered, tears coming to his eyes. 
"What exactly scares you?" | asked, getting up and walking over to him. 


lm afraid I'll never walk again.. I'm afraid I'll die during surgery.. And the worst part of it all.. I'm afraid you 


won't love me anymore because of it," he stammered, fighting back his tears. 

| embraced him tightly, nearly jumping on top of him. “Oystein, | promise | will love you, no matter what." 
Øystein sniffled, clinging onto me. "Please.. Just stay here until they knock me out." 

"I will,” | said, running my hands through his messy brown hair. 

Øystein clung onto my shoulders. "Come closer," he murmured. 

| leaned in closer. "Yes?" | whispered. 


"I feel like | needed to do this a long time ago," he murmured. Øystein grabbed my head, pulled me even closer, 


and kissed me on the lips before turning bright red. 


| was quite surprised, but despite my shock, | leaned in and kissed Øystein back even deeper. Before long, we 


were having a full blown make out session, and | was cuddled up next to Bystein on his bed. 
| only felt my love for Bystein. | loved him so much. 


Before long, a couple nurses walked in, interrupting us. They told me to get off of Øystein before wheeling him 
off to get his foot amputated. 


| was terrified for Bystein.. | was so afraid that he would die or be seriously hurt. 
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| looked over and saw Pelle twitching and whining in his sleep. | was pretty sure that he was having a 
nightmare. | wished in that moment that Jørn was still alive to comfort Pelle; the blond trusted Jørn more 
than anyone else. He started screaming, "Stop! Stop!" 


| walked over to Pelle and gently shook him to wake him up. | didn't want him to suffer through whatever 
nightmare he was having. 


Pelle jolted awake, crying for Jørn. | stood next to him, petting his head to comfort him. "Pelle.. What's wrong? 
What happened?" 


Pelle let out a quiet whine. "I want Jørn," he whimpered. 
"Pelle.. Jarn’s dead," | murmured. 
Pelle broke down in tears, curling himself up into a fetal position "I's okay, Pelle.. You can tell me," | whispered. 


Pelle climbed up onto my lap and cried on my shoulder. "It was her again," he whined, clinging onto me. "She 
touched me.. And sat on me.. And." 


| ran my hands through Pelle's hair, hugging him tightly. "Pelle, she's not here anymore. She can't hurt you, 
and we'll stop her if she tries," | whispered. 


Pelle just remained curled up on my lap, sobbing. "I. | wish | had a knife," he whispered. 
"Why?" 
"l. | just need the pain.. It's the only thing | have now," he whimpered. 


"Pelle, Øystein and | are here for you. Please don't hurt yourself. You have so much to live for," | said gently, 
rubbing his back. Pelle just sobbed on my lap. 


Suddenly, a nurse walked in"Are you good friends of Øystein Aarseth?" she asked, glancing at us. 
"Yes, we are," | replied. "How is he doing? Is he okay?" 

"Guys," she started, "| have some bad news." 

"Just tell us," | said 


She looked up at us. "Well." 
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"I really hate to tell this to you all.. But your friend is bleeding out. They're trying to stop the bleeding, but 
they don't think they'll be able to.. They think he may die." 


Pelle resumed his crying and clung onto me even tighter. | just gently rocked Pelle back and forth, just like I'd 
seen Jarn do to calm the blond down. 


| turned to her, blinking back tears of grief. "Hopefully they can save him," | whispered as she walked out. 


Pelle buried his tear stained face into my shoulder as | rocked him back and forth, tears rolling down my 


cheeks. | had a terrible feeling that Bystein was going to die. 


A few minutes later, the nurse walked in, telling us that Øystein had finally died. | had finally gotten Pelle to 
stop crying, but he quickly resumed his crying after he heard the news. 


We held each other tightly on Pelle's bed, mourning for our lost companions. Per looked up into my eyes. 
"Kristian. | want to die," he murmured. "| have nothing else to live for.. I'll be forgotten anyway.’ 


"Pelle.. Please stay here. You're the only one | have left in this world. | have no other friends, and my family 


doesn't give a shit about me." 


"| need to do this, Kristian," Pelle stated, standing up and walking over to the window. "I need to go to the life 


eternal. You have so much to live for." 

Pelle pulled open the window. | quickly realized what he was doing, and | ran over to the window. However, 
before | could stop him, he jumped out the window, and | saw him falling through the air. He mouthed, 
"Goodbye," before he hit the ground, his head cracking open and bleeding all over the ground. 


| turned around and started sobbing. | had been able to do nothing as | watched my only living friend jump out 


a window to his demise. 


| knew that my mom would come for me if she knew | was here.. Either that or Henrik would find me and 


make me his bitch. 
| didn't know which was worse.. | didn't want either one of those things to happen to me. 


| heard a loud rap at the door to my room and jumped under the covers. | didn't want to know who was there 


at my door. 
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Author's Notes: 
This is the second to last chapter.. The next chapter will be the end of this ;-; | hate to end this, but | feel | 


must. 


The door creaked open; | peeked out from under the covers and saw my mom standing there. "I never realized 


that you'd run away to the hospital.. You look perfectly fine.” 
| just looked up at her. "You're coming home today. There's nothing wrong with you," she stated. 


| got up and reluctantly walked toward my mom. She stared at me. "I thought they'd cut your hair," she said, 
"but | guess they didn't. Just put on these clothes, and we're leaving." 


She handed me a pair of light blue jeans and a green collared shirt. "What happened to my old clothes?" | asked. 


"I threw all of that satanic rubbish in the trash and got you some decent clothes," she replied. "I'm surprised 
you're asking me these things.. | thought you had become Christian” 


| hung my head, ran to the nearest bathroom, and got into my new clothes. | looked absolutely hideous. 


| slowly walked out to my mother. "You're coming home, and you're going back to school tomorrow. You have 
plenty of schoolwork to make up. And your hair is a mess. We'll have to take care of that." 


| just nodded, looking into her eyes. "Okay," | whispered. 


She grabbed onto my arm and half led me and half dragged me after her. | was checked out of the hospital, 


and my mom took me out to her car and drove me home. 


Once we arrived home, my mom yanked me inside and shoved me up against a wall. "You stay right there, and 


don't give me any attitude!" 


| said and did absolutely nothing. It took every last bit of my self control to keep from screaming. | didn't want 
to give her attitude; | just wanted things to be normal again. 


She came back with a pair of scissors and clipped off my long locks of hair. | saw my hair falling to the floor 


and tried my hardest not to cry. 


"Go up to your room and get some homework done, right now!" she ordered. | quickly complied. 


When | reached my room, | saw that all of my things were gone. My clothes were replaced, my records were 


replaced with hymn records, my posters were taken down. 


| blinked back tears, knowing that everything was changed. 
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| woke up the next morning, looked into the mirror, and saw myself. | looked absolutely hideous... | didn't want to 
go back to school. | knew that the two friends | had would instantly disown me because of my change in 


appearance. 
| soon left, but | wasn't headed to school. | walked out into the middle of nowhere, and | knew what | had to do. 


| had smuggled a knife in my backpack because | knew that life would only get worse. If | had gone to school, | 
knew | would have been bullied and lonely. 


| saw my life running before my eyes.. Me as a toddler playing with a ball, my first day of school, the time 
my brother beat the shit out of me, the time | lost my first tooth.. 


| saw everything deteriorate from there.. | wound up at Anna and Henriks.. | was raped.. 
| started crying as | yanked off my shirt and slit my arms open, starting at the wrist and dragging the blade 
up to my elbow. | knew | had to do this.. Not much could be worse than being raped by Henrik and watching 


my friends die before my eyes. 


| did the same thing to my other arm and watched it bleed. | just lay there for a few minutes before dragging 
the knife across my throat. | felt a slight pain; | felt my consciousness slipping away. | felt numb. 


The only thing | knew was that | wanted to die and join the others.. | felt myself passing out.. | felt nothing. 


| woke up in a forest, and the first thing | saw was Pelle rolling around in a patch of grass, smiling. | looked 


around and saw Jørn and Øystein watching and talking to one another, smiles on their faces. 


Pelle got up, ran over to me, and grabbed my hand. "You're finally here.. Come join us!" he exclaimed, pulling me 
closer to the others. 


| looked at him.. He looked healthy and happy; all the pain he carried was gone. The others looked the same, 
happy and healthy. 


Øystein ran up and embraced me, pecking me on the cheek. "I've missed you so," he whispered into my ear. 
| missed you so much too, Bystein Also, where are we?" | whispered, wrapping my arms around him. 


"This is the life eternal, my love." 


